A very, very little flock
Shades thrice the ground that it would stock;
Whilst the small stripling following them
Appears a mighty Polypheme.
These being brought into the fold,
And by the thrifty master told,
He thinks his wages are well paid,
Since none are either lost, or strayed.
Now lowing herds are each-where heard,
Chains rattle in the villain's yard,
The cart's on tail set down to rest,
Bearing on high the Cuckold's crest.
The hedge is stripped, the clothes brought in,
Nought's left without should be within.
The bees are hiv'd, and hum their charm,
Whilst every house does seem a swarm.
The cock now to the roost is prest;
For he must call up all the rest ;
The sow's fast pegg'd within the sty,
To still her squeaking progeny.
Each one has had his supping mess,
The cheese is put into the press3
The pans and bowls clean scalded all,
Rear'd up against the milk-house wall.
And now on benches all are sat
In the cool air to sit and chat,
Till Phoebus, dipping in the West,
Shall lead the world the way to rest.
COTTON
631